comes 1" But, although I laughed, there lay deep in me a sense of wrong which the years and repetition did not wipe out.
In writing the letters for our neighbours there was one topic I knew that each one was embarrassed to discuss or even to mention. That topic was one upon which mother admonished me I must inquire in a whisper. " How much shall I say you are sending this time?" I would ask, lowering my voice. And the reply was usually murmured into my ear that none of my playfellows, their children, might hear and repeat. Of course, mother told me, I must feel it was a matter of honor on my part never to disclose it. The strange part of this reticence was that there was hardly one person near us who did not " send to Europe " some small sum for father or brother or mother, or most frequently of
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